PATCHWORK                                           "B"
To-morrow, very probably, the sound will be
quite different, drowsy and meaningless as though
the drummers were beating absent-mindedly, think-
ing of nothing in particular.
It is a relief to be able to turn away from them,
to watch the "chi-chis," little grey lizards which run
up the walls at night to catch flies.
This they do with amazing rapidity, shooting out
a tiny tongue and drawing it back complete with fly
so quickly that I cannot properly follow the move-
ment. I have been watching them for the last ten
minutes. They make a funny little noise, half click,
half chirp: it is most entertaining to watch them
stalk their prey. The fly, drowsy and replete by the
time evening has come, stays glued to the wall
while the "chi-chi," active after his day's rest, moves
nearer like a shadow by exactly the line along
which the fly cannot see him.
It is very hard indeed to detect the "chi-chl"
moving.
You turn your head away for a second; and when
you look again the "chi-chi" is an inch nearer his
victim. He never gets very near the fly before he
reaches forward and darts out his tongue. It is
always a surprise to me when the end comes so soon,
the "chi-chi" about four inches from the fly.
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